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Eheffwo Noble Kinfmen* 

And prefently. ■ 

Wooer. She would have me fing. 

DoElor. You did To? 

Wooer, No. 

DoEl. Twas very ill done then. 

You fhouldobferve her ev’ry way. 

1 Wooer . Alas f 

I have no voice Sir,toconfirme her tnac way* 
‘Z)o#0r.Tbat l s allone,ifyee make a noyfe, 
Iffheintieateagaine,doe any thing, 

Lye with her if fheaske you. 
lay lor, Hoa there Doflor. 

Lollor. Yes in the waie of cure* 

Jay lor But firft by your leave 
I’th way ofhoneflie. 

DoElor. That’s but a nicentffe, 

Nev’r caft your child away for honeftie; 

Cure her firft this way, then iffhee will be honeft. 

She has the path before her. 

Jay lor. Thanke yee Do&or. 

*. Doftor . Pray bring her in 
And let’s fee how fhee is. 

lay lor. I will, and tell her 
Her Balamon ftaies for her : But Dotlor, 

Me thinkes you are i’th wrong ftill. Exit Jay Ur, 

Dott, Goe.goe : y ou Fathers are fine Foolesiher honeftj? 
And we fhould give her phyficke till we finde that : 
Wooer, Why. doe you thinke fhe is not honeft Sir l 
DoElor. How old is Ihe f 
Wooer . She’s eightecne. 

DoElor. She may be. 

But that’s all one,tis nothing to our purpofe. 

What ere her Father faies,ifyou pcrccave 
Her moode inclining that way that I fpoke of 
Viddicctyhcway offiefb, you have me. 

Wooer. Y et very well Sir, 

DoElor. Pleafe her appetite 
And doe it home, it cures her iffi facte, 
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Themcllencholly humour that infers her, 

Wooer. I am of your mindc L> octor • ‘ ; 

Enter laylorftdHghter^Maiae. 
<j)octer. You’I finde it fo ; fhe comes,pray honour her. 
Jailor. Come, your Love Palamou ftaies for you chilac s 
And has done this longhoure,to vifite you. 

Daughter,! thanke him for his gen:le patience, 
e’ s a kind Gentleman, and I am much bound to him, 

Sjd you nev’r fee the borfe he gave me ? 

Jay lor. Yes. 

qyaugh. How doe you like him ? 
lay l or. He’s a very faire one . 

Daugh. You never faw him dance? 

Iay/or. No. 

Daugh. I have often. 

He daunccs very finely, very comely, 

And for a Iiggecome cut and long taile to him, 

He tuines ye hke a Top.. 

Jailor. That’s fine indeede. 

Dan oh. Hee’l dance the Morris twenty mile an houre ; 
And that will founder the beft hobby-horfc 
(If I ha vc any skill) in all the parifo. 

And gallops to the turne of Light a love, 

What thinke you of thishorfe l 
lay lor. Having thefe vertues . 

I thinke he might be brogbttoplay atTCnms. 

Daugh. Alas that’ s nothing. 

Jailor. Gan he write and readetoo. 

Daucrh. Avery faire hand,and c*fts himfelfe th accounts 
©fall his hay and prov. nder : That Hofller 
Muft rife betime that cozens him ; you know 
The Cheftnut Mare the Duke has 
Taylor. Very well. , » 

Daugh. She is horribly in love with him, poore bcaU, 
But he is like his maftei coy and fcorneful!. 
lay lor. What dowry has fhe ? 

Daugh. Some two hundred Bottles, 

And twenty ftrike of Oates, but hec’l ne’rc have herj 
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